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Summary: The first time Bella felt alive wasn't when the needle 
touched her skin. It was when she saw him. AH 


1 . Chapter 1 

Thought I'd dibble in a little drabble. Hope you all 
enjoy . 

**masenry ink** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I once read that life was made of moments. Not minutes, not 
hours, not days, but moment s . <p> 

I was sure the author had been referring to the ones who lived their 
lives. The ones who actually seized their moments. 

That wasn't me. 

No . 

_My _life had been made up mostly of moments unseized. 

However, all of that was about to change. 


2 . Chapter 2 

The original os for Masenry Ink was written and posted under the CPS 
contest page. This is an extension of that os. Scenes and situations 
are subject to change. Thank you all for reading, reviewing, lurking 
in silence like this Bella would probably do ; ) 


Beta'd by kitchmill 



Preread by Hoodie 


**masenry** **ink** 

As long as I could remember, I had been the boring, responsible 
one . 

Never skipped school. Never drank til I turned twenty-one. Never 
called into work, not if I could help it. In fact, if I was a betting 
womana€"which I wasn'ta€"but if I was, I'd bet that I had been the 
first person to request a restriction lift three days after a major 
surgery . 

It wasn't that I particularly enjoyed working. I didn't know one 
person who liked their job. But most did like a roof over their head 
and food on their table. Just because I worked in insurance didn't 
mean I had all that much for myself. It also didn't mean I wasn't 
tipping the wrong end of the middle class scale. I lived paycheck to 
paycheck like everyone else I knew. Always had and probably always 
would. I was used to it. Had accepted it. Sort of. 

Every now and again, I still let myself dream a little. 

The reason I was the way I was evaded me as I finished entering the 
final details on Mrs. Mallory's insurance plan. She had just 
purchased a brand new, neon yellow Dodge Charger, and the custom 
color was enough to make me break out into a cold sweat. 

"And you put down that I want full coverage, correct?" 

"Yes, ma'am. That is correct." I gave her a reassuring smile. 

At least she was reasonable when it came to motor vehicle protection. 
I could give her that . 

After signing on the dotted line, I saw her to the door, squinting 
out the setting sun beaming off the obnoxious paint job. I shielded 
my eyes like a visor with one hand, waving with the other as she 
pulled out and gunned it out of the parking lot, taking all my 
previous praise of her good sense with her. 

Since Mrs. Mallory was my last client of the day, I packed up my 
purse and quickly straightened my desk before heading out myself, 
only on foot. I couldn't afford a car. Let alone a brand new, neon 
yellow one. 

The walk back to my apartment was always the best part of my day. Not 
only because I was going home, but because it took me straight 
through downtown and right by this trendy tattoo shop, Masenry 
Ink . 

It may have surprised most that for as long as I had been the boring, 
responsible one, I had also wanted a tattoo, just never a€ ! seized 
the moment . 

On sunny days like this, I'd sometimes stop and stare at the glaring 
sign, imagining, wondering why it was misspelled all while willing 
myself to go in. But I never did. 



Today was no different. 


3 . Chapter 3 
Beta'd by kitchmill 
Preread by Hoodie 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>masenry<strong> * *ink* * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Like most Saturday nights, I was sitting on my couch, staring at 
a ceramic cat; both left to me by my sweet Nana Marie. <p> 

My first memory was of her. How she smiled and baked apple crisp and 
had that ceramic cat sitting at the foot of her fireplace, faithfully 
waiting for me every time I'd visit. 

Nana Marie was a lot like me. Reclusive and quiet, didn't have much, 
not in the way of material things. She had two kids and four 
grandchildren. None of whom were my siblings. None of whom I'd met. 

My parents hardly talked to me, let alone family we never saw. We 
moved away when I was a baby. That was about the gist of it. 

I was the only grandchild who ever visited, the only one who flew 
back for her funeral. But we all still got something precious of hers 
after she passed away. She always said f amilya€"present or nota€"was 
the most important thing to her. She had hopes I would have a big one 
by now. 

"Sorry to disappoint, Nana." 

I fiddled with a little tear in the armrest, my frown turning into a 
smile as I thought back on all the summers I spent with her over the 
years. I didn't remember having any worries back then, no problems 
bigger than a pesky zit or two. Life was simpler at her cabin in the 
hills of Tennessee. We'd wake up with the sun, dig most of the day 
away in her garden, then share a glass of ice cold sweet tea as we 
watched the sun go down. I didn't remember being bored, not like I 
was now. Every damn day of my life. Three hundred plus channels and 
there was nothing to watch. Perfect weather outside and there was 
nothing to do. 

The ceramic Siamese cat stared back at me in judgement as I sat 
sedentary and sad on my inherited, white and green plaid couch that 
seconded as a bed. It was the single most colorful thing I owned. The 
lamp shades were white, throw rug white. White walls surrounded me in 
a four hundred and fifty square foot box, and I felt trapped. 

As panic started to set in, I grabbed my purse, sure to lock up 
before heading out to the street. I couldn't stand looking at that 
cat one second longer. 

When I stepped outside, the summer breeze hit my face, and I relaxed 
a little bit, heading in the direction of the neon lights lighting up 
downtown Denver. 



><p>I'm going to try to get the next one out to you either later 
tonight or tomorrow. But life is life, so we'll see.<p> 


4 . Chapter 4 
Beta'd by kitchmill 
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~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>masenry<strong> * *ink* * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>LoDo came alive when the sun went down. Almost alive enough to 
make me feel something other than the spasms in my chest. <p> 

The farther I walked, the better they got. Practically dissipating 
once I reached the beating heart of the city. 

It was the oldest part of Denver, though you wouldn't know to look at 
it. It had been restored over the years, bringing with it a slew of 
young and hip. Everything I wasn't. Not young. Never hip. But, time 
went on and life stood still. One day I looked up and everything 
around me had changed, and yet somehow I stayed the same. It was a 
wonder I was still allowed to live there. 

It wasn't like I was making any major strides with my insurance sale 
skills . 

I was eighteen when I started. Seventeen when I packed up and moved 
away from Aurora. Away from my parents. Away from the crazy. If they 
knew anything about my life now, it would be that I was making money. 
But since they hadn't hit me up for any in twelve years, I doubted 
they even noticed I was gone. 

The bar signs lighting up the sidewalk changed from red to blue to 
green under my feet. I snuck glances in the windows as I passed by, 
wondering if I should step out of my comfort zone and into one of 
them to order a drink. 

The last time I had one was New Years. It was a glass of pink 
champagne. The bubbles went straight to my head, and the next thing I 
knew I had missed the ball dropping. 

Story of my life. 

I would have missed him, too, if I were paying attention. 

But fatefully, I wasn't when the tip of my shoe hit a crack in the 
sidewalk and I tripped, catching myself on the windowsill of that 
trendy tattoo shop I never went into. 



><p>Aiming for the next chap to be posted tonight : ) <p> 


5 . Chapter 5 
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~k ~k ~k 

><p><strong>masenry<strong> * *ink* * 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I heard him laugh before I saw him, standing there in his tight 
black shirt and stonewashed jeans. <p> 

Despite the swiftly cooling breeze, I felt warm like the first time 
Mike Newton talked to me in the eighth grade. I couldn't imagine what 
would happen if this guy tried to talk to me. I'd probably stumble 
and stutter my words, forget how to speak altogether. But knowing me, 
I'd probably just end up spontaneously combusting or pass out or 
something . 

He laughed again, this time louder. A single, dormant butterfly 
fluttered its wings, and I touched my belly as he touched his, 
throwing a head full of cinnamon-sprinkled hair back in 
amusement . 

The sharp angle of his jaw hooked my attention. I hoped he didn't 
turn around just as much as I hoped he did. I wanted to see his face, 
but I didn't want him to see me. Some random, weird woman standing in 
his window and staring at him like a stalker. 

More than anything, I wanted to know what made him laugh like that. 
Would it have made me laugh? Probably not. I probably would have just 
stood there with my hands clasped, shyly smiling and blushing like an 
idiot. God, I didn't want to be an idiot, especially in front of him. 
I wanted to seem cool. I wanted to seem confident. But mostly, I just 
really wanted to laugh like that. 

The hand holding his belly lifted to his hair and he ran it through 
the wild ends, making them even wilder. 

My eyes skimmed the motley mess of ink covering his arms, seeing 
nothing but the swirls and whirls of clashing colors. No matter how 
hard I tried, I couldn't make out any of the tattoos. But the colors. 
The colors were ingrained in my memory. 

A rowdy group of college kids came barreling out of the bar next 
door, making a ruckus as they passed by. Suddenly aware of my 
surroundings, I righted myself, straightening my shirt and combing my 
hair over one shoulder. 

Reaching into my purse, I fingered the worn piece of paper I always 
carried with me wherever I went, a rare rush of determination 
coursing through my body. 


This was it. This was my chance. 



But as soon as it came, it went. 


The guys inside shook hands, all of them heading for the exit except 
for one. The one I wanted to mark me for the first time ever. 

I was finally ready, so it figured it would be too late. The bell 
above the door jingled and the lights went out. 

I had missed my chance. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Sorry, totally passed out last night. Next chap by Tue night, 
hopefully . <p> 


6. Chapter 6 
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~k ~k ~k 

><p>Early update ! <p> 

How much do you love me? I need to know. I'm needy. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>masenry<strong> * * ink* * 

I took the turning off of the lights rather personally. 

It was all I could think about all week, passing the shop on my way 
to work then back home again. I thought about it on my lunch break. 
Thought about it while filing claims. I was even thinking about it 
when I got the call that Mrs. Mallory had wrecked her brand new neon 
Dodge Charger. 

It wasn't surprising. The way she sped out of here the other day, it 
was really only a matter of time. 

Anger flickered then died out to defeat when I started thinking about 
the unfortunate events of last Saturday night again. 

Firstly, I was embarrassed I'd tripped. I doubted anybody saw it, but 
that wasn't the point. It didn't stop me from replaying it over and 
over again inside my head. Secondly, I had finally made the decision 
to go in, to get the tattoo, and the lights had been turned off in my 
face. I mean, what was that? 

I took it as a sign. I wasn't meant to go in. I wasn't meant to get a 
tattoo. It was a stupid idea. The stupidest idea I'd ever had. What 
did I need a tattoo for anyway? I was almost thirty years old for 
crying out loud. 

My heart still sped every time I passed that window, though. Even 
more so when the _Open _sign was on. I continued to steal glances. 



hoping to see the front of the guy who made me feel all 
prepubescent . 

I didn't know what it was about him. There were plenty of guys with 
tattoos in that shop. They all had nice bodies, most had hair. They 
all wore tight shirts and rightfully so. But nobody had _his_ body. 
Nobody had _his_ hair. And only _he_ had made me feel like my insides 
were going to explode. 

A part of me still wanted to go in to see if they actually would. 
However, I'd only further humiliate myself. I had no doubt I would. 
Had no idea why I would want to put myself through such a thing. All 
I knew was the part of me that wanted to go in was growing. It had 
grown and grown, almost to the point that I would have stopped 
tonight to go in. But it just so happened it was Thursday, and they 
were always closed by the time I got off on Thursdays. 

After locking up, I started home with a heavy heart instead of a 
speeding one. It nearly stopped when I reached the shop and looked up 
to see its sign flashing _Open._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I should still have another update by Tue night. We'll see how it 
goes. Big thank you to Rob attack Random Rita for the feature and 
absolutely stunning banner! Love you guys! *kisses* 


End 
f ile . 



